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DEDICATION. 



TO MY MOTHEK. 



If this inscription might be wrought 

To answer its design, 
And minister to pleasant thought, 

The tribute should be thine. 

Though severed from thy warm embrace 

By many weary maes, 
How oft, in spirit, I retrace 

The pathway to thy smiles. 



8 TOMYMOTHER. 

In all my thoughts thou hast a part, 
As though thou still wert near ; 

With this communion of the heart, 
Space cannot interfere. 

Oft may these sheets, which filial love 

Now dedicates to thee. 
An absent one's remembrance prove, 

Though slight the token be. 



South Hidlbt Falls, Mass., 1851. 



PREFACE . 



As Business is the loom whose care demands 
The never-ending service of my hands, 
I designate the fabrics here displayed, — 
Poetic fillings on the warp of trade. 

Bespeaking for them (which I hope are due) 
A kindly notice and an humble place, 

0, gentle reader ! I consign to you 

The unfinished remnants in this slender case ; 

The author's first — and probably the last ; 

Upon their faults be lenient judgment passed. 



RELIGIOUS POEMS. 



INDECISION. 



'TwAs noon of night ; and in his lonely room, 
Wrapped in the solemn calm, and undisturbed, 
Save by the unconquerable monitor 
Within, sat one, on whose majestic brow — 
UnfiuTOwed yet by the stem ills of life — 
Were traceable the shades and impress sad 
Of deep perplexity. His weary head 
Drooped on his hand ; and momentarily, 



14 INDECI SI ON. 

His eye, with Felix' awed and trembling glanoe, 
Reverted to the Oracles of truth, 
That by his side lay open. 

On his mind 
The Spirit from on high had often shed 
Superior light. And at each thoughtful pause 
In the swift stages of his wayward course, 
The inviting prospects of the heavenly land, 
Where only " pleasure in perfection is," 
Had stilled the tumult of his groveling aims, 
And bade him own the nothingness of earth. 
But with a more tenacious grasp, of late. 
And a solemnity intense, that awed 
His spirit to a stand. His righteous claims — 
On whose unerring record every thought 
And step are traced — ^and the appalling fear, 
(Ever to dall3ring souls a constant curse,) 
That his long-cherished hopes of final bliss 



INDECISION. 15 

In one overwhelming moment might depart 

And die, in night onstarred and changeless quenched, 

Had fastened on his trouhled heart, and still 

With truth's accumulating pressure weighed, 

And might not be resisted. At his hands. 

In tones of agony that would be heard, 

The undying principle within him claimed 

Deliverance from its thralls, and its own right 

In the sweet fayor of its Ood to live, 

And find its pathway back to Him and heaven. 

And now, forced to some refuge, he had sought, 

Through weary hours, with '' something less than Him 

To fill the immortal soul ;" and to delude 

And calm his yearning spirit with the hope^ 

O hope hell-formed, but never there indulged ! 

Bound which his own misgivings clustered thick-— 

That if the Present to himself he took, 

The Future should to God be given. 
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'Tis not— 
Was the ezpressioii of his thoughts — 'Tis not 
For boundless wealth I ask, or even wish ; 
For what do vast possessions oftener bring 
To Mammon's servile dupes, than toil and care, 
And the brain fever ? Neither do I crave 
The admired pageantry of worldly pomp, 
In whose bedizenment inflated pride, 
And the important heirs of sudden name, 
Delight to cover up their littleness. 
Nor yet Benown — ^the captivating smile 
And perishable wreaths of earthly Fame ; 
On whose enchanted and bewildering heights. 
Would her enraptured votaries pause and learn, 
Each glittering eminence, by tedious steps, 
And unappreciated toil attained ; 
And each successive favor dearly won, 
Tho' fondly deemed, when in the distance viewed. 
With every joy replete — serve but to prove 
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The gatlieriiig cost and foUy of the ohaae ; 

The emptmess of the world's honors, giyen 

Not oftener to the good and truly great, 

Than on the shameless advocates of yioe, 

And the unworthiest trucklers of our race, 

In highest meed conferred. God is alone 

The satasQ^ing portion of the soul, 

And ontfiirfiisUtBsftd smile eatt Hfe 

Be life. But as I turn, with sinking heart. 

And gaze upon this scene of Tarjing strife — 

This theatre of stmgglings fierce and dread, 

Where toil, unpitied, through the lengthened daj 

Wears out itself in groans and sweat, and vice 

And hate^ through labjfrinths of villainy, 

Entrap and crush ibeir victims ^ as I mark 

The rough, cold path, which I am forced to tread, 

To cringing want exposed, and the world's slight, — 

I feel that I must clear around me space 

On which with manly dignity to stand ; 

2* 
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Must gather somewhat of the glittering heaps 

So eamestlj pursued ; possessing which, 

It will be mine, from the relentless hands 

Of oyer-reaching men, and the hard throes 

Of friendless poverty, to feel secure. 

Yet, never would I, in this needful chase* 

For earthly means, entirely forget my Q-od. 

But these in their due measure gained, to Him, 

Unmixed and unperplezed, my thoughts would turn, 

And the endeavor to obtain a hope 

In his salvation be my chiefest aim. 

And what, indeed, at present can I do ? 

So helpless, so unworthy of His grace : 

How win His smUe .? — 'Tis only as He wills 

My heart may answer to the favoring call. 

Tis mine His time to wait. 

But in reply, — 
Sweeping the empty subterfuge away, 
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Upon his conscience with unusual awe, 
The still small voice of the Eternal fell — 
This is mt timey a/nd now the acceded hour ! 

Again, groveling fears of earth ! his place, 

And yet uncertain prospects, and career 

In life's precarious mart, rushed on his thoughts, 

And sternly claiming his immediate care. 

And undivided industry, opposed 

All interference from the world unseen. 

Still, guided by divinest love, his eye 

(As o'er the hallowed page of truth he glanced) 

Rested upon the Saviour's solemn charge — 

That chaise which antecedes all earthly plans — 

Seek FIRST my kingdom. But the world — the world. 

Losing its darker aspect as he gazed, 

And glittering in celestial drapery 

By Lucifer transferred, and never seen 

By the sad votary in his downward march ; 
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And the unyielding claims of present time, 
Still crowding on his anxious mind, eclipsed 
The distant splendors of that heayenlj realm, 
Within whose borders of unbroken peace. 
Nor sin nor sorrow enters ; and he felt 
He could not, would not, now resolve to give 
His talents and his time to God. 

At last. 
Worn out with the stem conflict in his breast, 
And weary of attempting to delude 
His undeluded spirit, he arose, 
To seek from his uneasy couch relief, 
Closed the sweet volume of eternal truth. 
Presuming vaguely that its precious hopes 
Would at some future, better time, be his ; 
Yet, in his inmost soul condemned and warned. 
And with an awful sense of guiltiness 
In coward haste lay down ; lay down that night 
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Decided — though the appalling thought 
Flashed not upon his willing blindness then — 
Decided in his indecision 

WhUe, 
As tenderest friend from friend beloved departs, 
The sad, long lingering messenger of grace. 
Who, from the sinless ministry of light 
Descended, at his side with pitying eye 
Had watched, in his convicted mind to prompt 
The sacred resolution, and sustain 
His first weak efforts in the path of truth — 
The shining path, which up through this dark vale 
To Q-od's own palace leads ; — and ever held 
To that betjlouded eye the immortal crown ; 
The wayward spirit seeking still to win, 
As one dismissed, his kindly aid repelled, 
His mission done, spread his reluctant wing, 
And songless to his native skies returned. 



22 INDECISION. 

Years rolled along. Upon that manly brow 
The lines of many an hour of wearied tliought 
Had settled deeply. He had hewn his way 
On fortone^s dubious field successfully, 
And o'er his path the dark and tattered forms 
Of scorned Dependency, and her gaunt brood, 
Lowered no more. At his behest, a crowd 
Of interested hands were swift to move ; 
And over many a well-cultured field, 
Through persevering industry attained, 
In conscious pride he gazed ; but never found 
Amid the acquisition of his stores. 
Nor ever came^ that fancied better time 
To cons3crat8 himself to G-od, and live 
For Heaven. 

Around him wedded love had tlirown 
Its sacred chains, and in his bosom poured 
Its rich deep tide of gushing tenderness. 
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From the deceiifal world (whose hate, and guile, 

Though well dissembled, he had known) returned, 

How sweet, m the endearments of his home, 

And the fond smile of her whom he adored. 

And the caresses of his little ones. 

To bid the troubles of his mind retire. 

And in the embraees of his circle rest ! 

Scarce noticed, months and years rolled swiffcly by. 

And that great work, so constantly delayed. 

And by deky in vaster magnitude 

Augmenting still, was yet to be commenced. 

While, from on high, the Grraeions One looked down 

In tenderest pity, willing to receive 

His erring child, and anxious to bestow 

Hii grace divine : but in that worldly mind. 

The due adjustment of his large estate. 

The cares and pleasures of this fleeting life. 

Left him no time, and in his heart he felt 

No inclination to accept. 
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And when 
The dear companion of his happiest hours, 
Whose gentle tones had soothed the cares and fears 
Of earlier days, was from his bosom tom-,'^ 
And the cold grave— cold, dark, and desolate. 
Though graceful sculpture arched its narrow lines, ;■ 
Sealed up the fountain of his earthly bliss ; 
And day by day, Scarce conscious of his course, 
To that sad spot his weary steps were led. 
And the hard earth was moistened with his tears ; 
The musings of his lone and stricken heart 
How bitter ! 0, how ternible ! Bereft 
Of every joy, in misery unrelieved, 
And the deep gloom of utter loneliness, 
He moaned ; and realized by keenest want, 
The priceless worth of that Divine support. 
And those blest promises that raise the soul 
To peace serene in sorrow's stormiest hour. 
But as once more with saddened heart, he turned 
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To Christ and his religion, and reviewed 

The impressions of his youth, and traced his way 

Through gracious calls and warnings numberless, — 

An awful fear impressed his soul, — a dread 

Suspicion fixed on his distracted mind, 

A solemn, undefined presentiment 

That the postponements of his earlier years 

Were past retrieve ; and while the eternal Word 

Withstood the fetal thought, and urged him on 

To penitence and &ith, the fearful sounds 

From hell's black cayems whispered in his ear, — 

Too late ! too late ! overwhelmed his burthened mind, 

And to the world, where neyer peace was found, 

He rushed again, in its resounding glee 

To drown the troubles of his soul. 

At last. 
When numerous years, in mercy lengthened out, 
Had bound with snowy locks his wrinkled brow. 
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And all the heavenly hopes and harrowing fears 
Of early life, and of matnrer age, 
Had eeased to agitate his soul ; and all 
In undisturbed indifference reposed, — 
To him the unsparing messenger was sent. 
And as his end drew near, he mourned at times ; 
He mourned — as millions that preceded him 
Haye mourned — ^the folly of his early years ; 
His indecision, when, as seen at last, 
Decision had been easiest made ; 
His want of resolution, that in time 
Became a fixed resolye. He died : — and how ? 
In penitence and prayer ? In fear and gloom ? 
In neither. On his mind there was a calm — 
A calm more terrible than death. A peace — 
An awful peace. Was it the peace, the calm. 
That fond friends loye to mention ? — ^Men looked on 
And shuddered ! 
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0, stupendous apathy ! 
irreversible, nnchosen choice ! 
O, &tal indecision ! dread mistake ! 
By countless millions of immortal soiilsy 
In conscious peril, still indulged and hugged ! 
Against the light of God's eternal truth. 
And reason's best resistance, closely hu^ed ! 
Accursed delay ! with visionary hopes 
Of finding out some nearer path to God, 
To irretraceable extremes from him 
Deluding on ; reducing day by day 
The sinner's slender chance of final bliss. 
Till the last trembling shred of hope is gone, 
Yet bidding its blind victim still hope on ! 
0, fearM course of foUy unsurpassed ! 
To pile upon the undying soul the husks 
And rubbish of the world ; to barricade 
Each avenue through which divinest love 
Might pour its healthful streams ; to trample down 
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Each struggling aspiration after God ; 

To shut it out through many a dreary year 

From the sweet dews of heavenly grace ; and then 

At some convenient sesuson, look within, 

And hope, — ^0 ruinous hope ! — ^to find the soft 

And tender soil of penitence ; the germs 

And opening buds of spiritual life, 

Which with a moment's culture should expand 

(As Satan argued, and the sinfiil heart, 

Pleased with the sophistry it knew was false, 

But daily wished were true, at last believed) 

Into the rich, imperishable bloom 

Of saving faith ; but find, — ^too late, alas ! — 

That cold neglect, and sin, and selfishness. 

Have slain each heavenly plant, and have left naught 

But rankest weeds, and stains, and fears, and guilt, 

And woe remediless ; that deadliest blight 

To awful barrenness had led ; and shades. 

Thick as the gloom that palled Egyptian hearts. 
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And prelade of that endless niglit, o'er which 
The fiiintest ray of hope shall never gleam, 
Alone enwrapped that barren, blighted soul. 

ye, who would the heavenly path pursue, 
But hesitate the great resolve to make, 
And undecided pause, while Christ invites. 
And love implores, and conscience pleads, be wise — 
Be warned ; the important work no m(H*e defer, 
Nor slight the gracious call, lest you, at last, 
Like unpersuaded millions, summoned hence 
While halting o'er the step they meant to take — 
But never, never took^— «hould knock, and plead 
At Mercy's gate, when Mercy's reign is o'er ! 
When Christ no longer bends his pitying gaie, 
And proffers, with divinest love, the boon 
Of full salvation through his death procured. 
But Turuo — ^while yet the graoious Spirit woos 
Your half-determined, but reluctant heart ; 

8« 
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And Mercy's radiant form appears beside 
The opened portals of eternal bliss ; 
And clustering angels o'er tbe heavenly harps 
Bend with the tenderest sympathy, and long, 
Thro' the resplendent mansions of the just. 
With shouts melodious to announce the news 
Of your enrollment in the Book of Life ; 
And sing the triumphs of redeeming love 
In one rich trophy more displayed — ^accept 
While yet the great decision may be made. 
Decide — for God and heaven decide ! 
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THE SURE FOUNDATION. 



This evanescent life has no foundation 

Which it will do to trust ; 
A few uncertain breaths — ^the last pulsation, 

And dust returns to dust. 

Yet doth this brief experience of trial 

Afford us means and space, 
By unrelasdng effort, prayer, and self-denial, 

To build a surer base. 
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Not on this theatre of rank pollution — 

Beneath whose crambling shell 
The impatient flames of final dissolution 

Await Time's funeral knell : 

But in those mansions of serenest pleasure, 

Where every work endures, 
And eaeh soul-cherished and intrusted treasure, 

Eternal love secures. 

Amidst that Eden of surpassing splendor 

Nor change nor blight appears, 
And blossoms, even the most delicate and tender, 

Expand through endless years. 

At every stage of this sublime construction, 

Apollyon will resist. 
But never can accomplish our destruction 

If firmly we pemst. 
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Therefore, despite the warfare that he wages, 

Be the great work essayed ; 
And on the everhtsting Rock of Ages 

Let the first stone be laid. 

Celestial ministers our strength supplying, 

Will all our toil attend ; 
And in the efforts to the soul most trying 

Their strong assistance lend. 

Faith in His wondrous, all-atoning merit. 

Is our great comer-stone ; 
And laying that aright, we may inherit 

Each grace to build thereon. 

There must be no unsanctified projection 

Into that structure wrought ; 
But in conformity to His direction, 

Must the whole work be brought. 
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Our best materials, ere their &r translation^ 

Must nicely be prepared ; 
And by the unerring Rule of Revelation 

Each separate part be squared. 

To Christ's own perfect life aspiring, 

And keeping Him in view, 
Not satisfied with hoping and desiring, 

Let us His path pursue. 

Win from their grief the sorrowful and lonely, 
Whose brows are hung with night. 

And labor in time's rugged strata only 
To bring the truth to light. 

Evil by good effectively confounding, 

(The Saviour's heavenly plan,) 
In meekness and in charity abounding, 

And just to every man. 
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Let US thus quarry in this short probation, 

With holy sseal and fear, 
That all our deeds may in that sure foundation 

In glittering course appear. 

So shall we witness with no sad repining, 

Our mortal house decay ; 
And as we know, and feel, its props declining, 

We will not wish to stay. 

But thro' His ever-succoring grace erected. 

Broad, beautiful, and just. 
Our spirit-land support, at last perfected, 

Will claim our fearless trusc. 

And as dissolves our fleshly habitation. 

From this our souls shall soar. 
At one triumphant spring, to that foundation. 

And rest forever more. 
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PROVIDENCE 



The slender plants which deck the field, 
Beneath a hot, meridian sky. 

Upon their fragile stems may yield. 
And droop, and fade, and seem to die. 

But evening's shade will come at length, 
With gentle winds and healing dews. 

The drooping stem regain its strength, 
And withering buds their brilliant hues. 
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And shall Faith's weary-hearted son, 
Whose eye from ceaseless to3 is dim, 

Believe that Israel's Holy One 

Thinks of the flowers, and not of him ? 

No ; for the sacred page has said, > 

(Would that the truth were understood,) 

The trials of the path we tread, 
Shall work together for our good. 
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CONSECRATION 



The men whom He ordains, 

We to the heathen send, 
To preach on long-neglected plains 

The lost world's only Friend. 

And we expect them there. 

Beneath a foreign sky, 
'Mid jungles dense, and pestilent air, 

To labor and to die. 
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For never may they yield 

(Except Gk>d mterpoae) 
Their efforts in the mission field, 

Till life and dnty close. 

And, if His sacred cause, 
On all their ^^ ransomed powers," 

Have claims which only death withdraws. 
It has the same on ours. 

Not, therefore, for to-day. 

Nor for a year alone. 
Are we required onr tithes to pay. 

And wrestle at the throne. 

Bat every day and year. 

The labor of onr hands. 
Increasing aid, and prayer edncere, 

The mission cause demands. 
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And, constant as the love 

That guides our way to heaven, 
Our sympathies and faith should prove, 

Our warm support be given. 

Thus, by our mutual care. 

Onward the cause shall roll. 
And kindred toUs and mingled prayer, 

Far-severed hearts control. 

In his own station, each 

Will strengthening ardor feel. 
And we who give, and they who preach, 

Augment each other's zeal. 

They in their distant clime — 

We who at home remain^ — 
In life-long services sublime 

Will the great work sustain. ^ 
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And little need we care 

Which field we occupy, — 
Kwe are truly faithfol there, 

And faithful till we die. 

4* 
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HYMN. 



" For the glory of thy name."— Psa. Izxix. 9. 

When an effort I devise 
Id the cause which I revere, 

Ere my hand the duty tries, 
Steals across my mind the fear, 

That I do not soldy aim 

For the Glory of Thy Name. 
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And, again, when I have planned, 
With thy cause alone in view, 

As I labor, oft I stand. 
Questioning if I be true 

To the object of my aim. 

And the Glory of Thy Name. 

Thou who lookest on the heart. 
Aid me to be wholly thine ! 

Let no selfish schemes have part 
In the efforts I design ; 

Every thought and motive claim. 

For the Glory of Thy Name. 

Thus upon my path may light 
From the heavenly lulls descend ; 

All my views be pure and right ; 
And my labors solely tend. 

In their progress, end, and aim, 

For the Glory of Thy Name. 
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THE CHURCH. 



Upon a desert, dark and bare — 
A wilderness, where only grow 
The weeds of everlasting woe, 

Behold a city large and fair ! 

On all within its sacred walls, 
Its palaces and crystal streets. 
And green devotional retreats. 

Celestial radiance sweetly falls. 
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Far out into the neighboring mines 
Where weary delvers toil and sigh, 
And in compliant thraldom die. 

Its gloom-dispelling lustre shines. 

The loftiest hymns of praise and peace 
From its resplendent temples roll, 
And awed to the serene control, 

At times, surrounding tumults cease. 

Throughout the long and dismal night, 
Its watchmen, from innumerous towers. 
To safe repose and heavenly bowers. 

Lost, way-worn travelers invite. 

Pilgrims on every distant shore. 

Hear of its excellence and fame ; 

And hastening from their chains and shame, 
Into its strong inclosure pour. 
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I asked ite people to declare 
The name their glorious city bore, — 
And on the pearly gates I saw — 

Illustrious shield! — ^^ The Lord is there." 

Within thy borders still be peace, 
And on the souls Hiat pray for thee ! 
Thy gates forever open be, 

And limitless thy vast increase ! 
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LINES TO A SICK GIRL 



Child of sorrow, day by day 

Drawing nearer unto death, 
Fading like the rose away, 

In thy earliest, sweetest breath ; 
Gliding slowly to the tomb. 

In thy beauty, at each gasp ; 
Glowing with deceptive bloom, 

In consumption's fatal grasp ; — 
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Dost thou tremble that so near 

To thy journey's end thou art ? 
Sinks thy breast with grief and fear, 

That so shortly thou must part 
From the loved of happier years, — 

From the home that gave thee birth,- 
And be laid, 'midst gushing tears. 

In the cold and silent earth ? 

O ! prepare thee for that hour 

When thy fettered scul must leave, 
When in vain may earthly power 

Strive to win a short reprieve ; 
That the dreaded shaft of Death 

Thou may'st welcome with delight ; 
And, as fails thy quivering breath, 

Soar to mansions ever bright ! 

There thou never wilt regret 

Thou didst leave this home so dear ; 
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There thine eyes will ne'er be wet 

With affliction's bitter tear ; 
There a better Friend will greet thee 

Than llie world can ever give, 
Who at his right hand will seat thee, 

In his presence e'er to live. 
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THE SABBATH 



Oi BLESSED day ! kindly as the sweet dew 
Falls on the earth at midnight's silent hour, 

Restoring nature's fields to life anew, 

And raising softly up each drooping flower. 
Whose fading beauty, 'neath the balmy shower, 

Smiles forth again, in richer colors set. 
Dost thou revive, with gently soothing power. 

Earth's hapless millions whose bent brows are wet. 

Through the long weary week, with toil's unresting 
sweat. 
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In many a saddened bosom, where the low, 

Sweet voice of Hope is stifled by the press 
Of more than lifers fall share of daily woe, 

And fears of future evil and distress ; 

As silently as twilight's shadowy dress 
Is blended into evening's quiet gray. 

Thy calm and cheering influence finds access, 
And sofdy as the sighing zephyrs play 
With summer leaves, bends every feeling to its sway ; 

'Till from Its aching birth-plac3, where, 'midst sighs 
And gloomiest doubts, to giant strength it grew. 

Despondency assailed, reluctant, flies. 

And Hope returning, like the dove that flew 
Par o'er the deluged earth, presents to view 

The ^tant Future, in fair colors dressed. 

Which back on the dark Present sheds the hue 

Of its ideal brightness, in the breast 

Reviving strength to meet all ills, tho' sorely pressed. 
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And here thine influence, blessed Sabbath-day ! 

Is sweetly merged in Faith, whose heavenly light 
Points the enraptured soul, from this dull clay, 

To those eternal mansions, where the blight 

Of Death's cold hand falls not, to disunite 
The kindred spirits, who, in purpose one, 

Together fought the Christian's holy fight, 
With quenchless zeal, till life's last sand had run, 
Then upward soared to meet the Sayiour's blessed, 
" Well done !" 

Type of eternal rest ! thy peaceful dawn. 
Breaking so pleasantly upon the heart 

That lately mingled, care-subdued and worn. 
In the fierce struggles of life's crowded mart, 
Bids many a fount of warm emotion start 

To sing His love, who, at his wide survey. 
Saw all his creatures' vrants, and set apart 

In boundless mercy, this thrice-hallowed day. 

That earth might rest, and every soul its homage pay < 
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Without it, what would feeble man become, 

But Mammon's spirit-oowed and hapless prey ; 
Deafened forever with the grating hum 

Of toil, and sweating 'neath its rigorous sway ? 

But, thanks to Heaven ! on this auspicious day 
The wearied multitudes of earth are free ! 

Their clangorous tools aside the workmen lay, — 
No hurrying throngs the dingy factories see. 
And their rude sounds break not the Sabbath's 
tanctity. 

O, never, in this land of gospel light, 

Be found the wretch, whose guilty hands would buy 

Or sell the soul's inalienable right 

To this day's freedom, and its uses high : 
But over all — ^from the dense towns that lie 

Linked where Atlantic waves their rich freights 

4 

send, 
To the sparse hamlets 'neath our western sky — 

6* 
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May sacred Peace her haUowing wings extend, 
And one vast, hymn, to hail the SabbaHi's dawn, 
ascend. 

Lord of the Sabbath ! may my wandering heart, 

Attuned to the sweet service of this day. 
With ever new delight fulfill its part 

In the loved duties of the heavenly way ; 

Add these cahn hours so pass beneath Thy sway,' 
That clearer light shall mark, and still invest 

The narrow path I seek to tread ; and may 
Each closing Sabbath leave within my breast. 
An earnest sweet of the Unending Sabbath^s rest. 



55 



THE LAST ALARM* 



Upon the stilly air it rolled, — 

That stem, awak'ning peal ; 
A thousand hearts of truest mold, 

Answered with ready zeal. 

* On Sunday morning, April 2d, 1848, at four o^clock, the hall 
bell (N. T. city) Bounded the alarm for fire. 

The fire preyed to be at the old Sugar Befinery, in Duane-street, 
whither the firemen, with accustomed alacrity, repaired. Shortly after 
they had inyested the building, its front wall fell out upon the gallant 
bands below, crushing two of the number under its ruins, and severely 
wounding several others. 

The catastrophe, so sudden and terrible, produced the deepest sen- 
sation throughout the fire department and the city generally. 
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No breast, at that familiar sound, 
Sunk with unusual dread ; 

The welcome call was echoed round, 
And each to duty sped. 



f 



But 'twas the note of doom that pealed ! 

The Pale King's rallying blast ! 
And on, to his appointed field, 

Elate, the victims passed. 

Ah, 'twas a swift and dread command 
That shook the night air calm : 

The summons to the spirit-land ! — 
The last, last, last alarm. 

Around the scene of crackling flame, 
Death drew his lines of woe ; 

Inclosed the objects of his aim, 
And struck the awful blow. 
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Who, of the immortals gathered there, 

Bowed to the warning given ? 
Thou, too, the shaft to meet, prepare ! 

And make thy peace with Heaven. 

Ah, if the deathless soul be staid 

Upon the Saviour's arm, 
'Tis well, whene'er the call is made, 

And rings the last alarm. 
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SONGS. 
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SONG. 



Though silent, 'midst the bowing throngs 

Who daily round thee press, 
A listener to their trifling tongues, — 

Think not I love thee less. 

For silence may the better tell 

What words cannot express, 
And glances speak, perhaps, as well 

The bosom's tenderness. 

6 
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Dull written thoughts and words alone 
May answer for the wise : 

Love has a language of its own, — 
The language of the eyes. 

Then, though I never breathed to thee 

The love I now confess, 
Nor filled thine ear with flattery. 

Think not I love thee less. 



\ 
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THE STRIPES AND STARS 



! LONG had Britam's banner waved 

In tritunph o'er the sea, 
And none her naval prowess braved, 

Or dared her tyranny : 
Until the glorious stripes and stars 
Were strung aloft by yankee tars ! 
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Then, o'er the dashing billows broke 
The thundering cannon's roar ; 

While high, amid the battle's smoke, 
O'er floods of foemen's gore. 

In victory streamed the stripes and stars, 

Upheld by gallant yankee tars ! 

Ay ! proudly Freedom's eagle sailed 
Where swelled the maddening cry ; 

And Britain's royal lion quailed^ 
Beneath his dauntless eye — 

The guardian of the stripes and stars. 

Upheld by gallant yankee tars ! 

And ever shall the slavish hosts 

Of tyrants be o'erthrown, 
Their vengeful threats and vaunting boasts 

To ocean's winds be blown. 
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When streams aloft the stripes and stars, 
Upheld by gallant yankee tars ! 

In glory wreathed, that flag shall wave, 

While rolls the billonTy sea, 
Defended by the good and brave, 

The safeguard of Hie free : 
God bless the gjiorions stripes and stars ! 
God bless our gallant yankee tars ! 

6* 
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MARY ADAIR. 



O, FAR in the valley, where, winding and still, 
The clear shining steamlet comes down from the hill, 
And the odor of roses rests sweet on the air. 
Is the neat little cottage of Mary Adair ! 

Though wealth has not scattered its glittering store 
Within that low dwelling. Peace sits at the door ; 
And deep-moaning sorrow and dull-brooding care, 
Keep far from the presence of Mary Adair ! 
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O, modest is she, as the blue violet, 
And virtue's fair stamp on each feature is set ; 
While few 'mongst the haughty, in form may compare 
With the rose of the valley, sweet Mary Adair ! 

From wealth's gilded scenes I would gladly withdraw. 
Their much-courted pleasures may charm me no more ; 
I ask but to dwell in that valley so fair. 
With my heart's early treasure, sweet Mary Adair ! 
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SONG. 



'Midst daily cares, in thotight I see 
Thy form of fairy grace ; 

And, robed in smiles of artless glee. 
Thy mild and beauteous face. 

At night, thy gentle voice I hear, 
In whispers soft and low. 

Like music in my dreaming ear. 
Its silvery accents flow. 
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And 'neath thy glances oalm and bright, 

My heart with rapture swells ; 
They speak the soul where pure delight, — 

Where modest virtue dwells. 

The spells by Fancy o'er me laid, 

With morning's light depart ; 
But not, while life remains, will fade 

Thy image from my heart. 
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THE TEMPERANCE STAR 



Tunc.—*' Behold ! how brightly hrealu the morning." 

Behold, while brightly o'er us gleaming, 
The Temperance Star sweeps on its way, 

Through clouds of gloom and sorrow streaming, 
To usher in fair Freedom's day. 
In homes where fierce the iyrant sways. 
And saddens all, 
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Like eve's soft dews, its cheering rays, 
With blessings faU, 
Restoring peace and happiness once more, 
Bestoring peace and happiness once more. 

Fair distant lands that star is reaching, 

And speeding on with steady force, 
While hearts so late its light beseeching. 

Now fondly hail its brilliant course ; 

As through the noble's spacious hall — 
The peasant's shed. 

To break the dark, degrading thrall. 
Its beams are spread, 
Bestoring peace and happiness once more, 
Bestoring peace and happiness once more. 

In yearning breasts its light has woken 
The heart that all for freedom braves, 
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And Boon must every chain be broken, 
For temperance men cannot be slaves. 
Then let the ransomed lands afar, 

Their tribute raise ; 
We'll welcome here the Temperance Star, 
Whose blessed rays 
Have brought us peace and happiness once more, 
Have brought us peace and happiness once more. 
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SONG. 



As through the white and misty foam 

Our ship her path is cleaving, 
And far behind my happy home 

For distant climes I'm leaving, 
Across the trackless waves to thee, 

My thoughts are fondly turning. 
While love, in all its purity, 

Within my breast is burning. 



SONG 



When sweeping tempests threaten ¥rreck, 

And fiirioas blaste are raving, 
And I am on the trembling deck, 

Their dread resistance braving ; 
While idly swings each frozen rope, 

And mountain waves are swelling. 
Thy voice shall gently whisper hope, 

Each gloomy fear dispelling. 



Yes ! thott wilt be the favoring star 

My fdtore course attending ; 
And though I roam to climes a&r. 

For glittering stores contending, 
Thy gentle voice and witching smile, 

And eyes so softly beaming. 
Will all my lonely hours beguile, 

In Fancy's fury dreaming. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 
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MOONLIGHT REVERIES. 



Queen of the placid light, 
How beautiful thy coming! At thy glance 

The wanderers of the night 
jnto thy train from their dim depths advance. 

Not like the star of day, 
Now hastening on beneath the western wave, 

Dost thou with scorching ray 
Thy course maintain thro' the serene concave. 
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But gently over all, 
Like radiance from the mansions of the blest, 

Thy smiles of beauty fall, 
And win the wearied spirit back to rest. 

Creation welcomes thee ! 
Hailing thy first step in yon glorious arch ; 

And with soft melody 
Fills the gray depths throughout thy stately march 

The welcoming song above, 
On nature's harp, thy marshaling orders sing ; 

And waking into love, 
JBarth rolls it back to Lyra's glittering string. 

The ' deep bass ' of the sea. 
And the soft voice of the returning breeze, 

Rise as a hymn to thee. 
And mingle with the welcome of the Pleiades. 
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The sick one on his bed, 
Forgets his wearying thoughts and pains awhile, 

As round his chamber shed, 
Thy flickering beams his lonely hours beguile. 

The wild flowers of the field, 
On which soft maiden hands no care bestow, 

To thee their fragrance yield. 
Lift their bowed heads, and in fresh beauty glow. 

Why is it that by thee. 
With a resistless influence, sweet and strange, 

Our thoughts, as zephyrs free. 
Are bidden wild o'er Fancy's fields to range .- 

Sure, there must be a cause 
For that delightful and mysterious sway. 

Whose loved but hidden laws, 
Our 'raptured hearts unconsciously obey. 
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Perchance, the rallying strains 
At which His legions muster from a&r. 

Are sounded from thy plahis, 
And roll in martial notes from star to star. 

There, eager to obey, 
The glittering armies of the skies combine ; 

And in sublime array, 
Before their ranks the heavenly leaders shine. 

0, that our bosoms glowed 
With zeal and ardor, such as reign above ! 

And all our movements flowed 
From the same constant springs of sacred love 

Or, art thou, Luna fair, 
The happy residence to which have flown 

The spirits of the air. 
The waters and the woods, once all our own ? 
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Keep they their gambols now 
Within thy borders, who, in days gone by, 

Snng on the mountain's brow. 
Danced in the vales, and glittered in the sky ? 

If so, 0, do they not 
Oft through thy silvery beams their pathway bend, 

And on some treasured spot 
Of Grecia's dear, love-hallowed soil, descend ; 

And weep that men have driven 
Each bright creation from the earth away, 

And have to ruin given 
The scenes they gladdened once by night and day ? 

And I, for aye, may dream. 
Nor pierce the mysteries which I strive to trace ; 

Yet will as fondly deem 
That joy and love make thee their resting-place. 
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It oannot surely be 
That 'midst thy scenery, through ages flown, 

No voice of melody 
Has ever stirred old Silence from his throne. 

That never through yon arch 
Have pealed thy praises to the Hand divine, 

Which swayed thy earliest march. 
And bade thee o'er thy course in splendor shine. 

What'er the truth may be, — 
Inhabited or lone, at this still hour. 

My thoughts are filled with thee, 
Thou voiceless preacher of Jehovah's power ! 
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THE BEAB AND THE GARDENER 



A FABLE. 



Bruin, who ih a gloomy wood 

Had lived in oheerlees solitude, 

Where nothing but the winds were heard. 

That round the forest giants played, 
Or silently the green leaves stirred, — 

At length grew weary of its shade ; 
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So left his dark and dreary den, 
And sought, amid the haunts of men, 
For one who'd treat him as a friend, 
And to his wants, perchance, attend. 

A gardener sat beside his gate, 

At pleasant eventide, to rest 

His aching limbs with toil oppressed ; 
And mused upon the rigid fate 
Which forced him on the proud to wait, 
Whose haughty souls his calling spumed 

With the contempt that marks the vain ; 
Whose eyes on him were rarely turned, 

Except with glance of high disdain ; 
He felt his lot was lone and drear. 

Unblessed by Friendship's happy smile ; 
With none his weary heart to cheer. 

Or dull, unsocial hours beguile. 
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While thus he mused, the friendly Bear 

Came passing do¥m before the gate. 
And paused ; for in the one who there 

Sat brooding o'er his lonely state, — 
Whose eye revealed a nature kind, 

Tho' harassed by the frowns of fate, — 
He saw the man he wished to find. 

And straightway marched up to the gate. 
'Tis said, ^ a fellow feeling makes 

Us wondrous kind.' For him who takes 
Compassion on our woes, we feel 

A brotherly regard : — ^at any rate 
The two were friends, as true as steel. 
In little time. Alas ! though great 

A friendship be, its kindliest aim 
Oft causes deep regret, and hate. 

And covers generous hearts with shame. 

It chanced that on a summer's day 
The gardener in his garden lay« 

8 
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* 

In dreamy slumber bound ; 
WhSe Bruin watched to keep away 

The flies that swarmed around : 
And this he did with patient skill, 
* And kept his place, unwearied, still, 
And brushed away with right good will,-:— 
Till one lit on the gardener's nose ; 
At this, the Bear, indignant, rose 
With vengeance in his eye of gray, 
Resolved, that for this step he'd pay 
In such a style the saucy pest. 
As should strike terror to the rest : 
Quick as the twinkling of an eye. 
He seized a stone that lay near by. 
To give it force then raised it high. 
And at the insect let it fly. 
The fly was killed. His very true. 
The gardener's skull was fractured too. 
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MORAL. 

With honest will, 
Pursued in blindness, 

Men often kill 

Their friends with kindness. 
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CHILDHOOD'S H03IE. 



Again I stand upon the hallowed spot 
Which I have longed to tread ; and, unforgot, 
Each smiling scene comes rushing to my view, 
Where early years in peace and pleasure flew, — 
The cot where childhood's joyous hours were spent, 
And friendly faces beamed with calm content ; 
The gurgling stream that through the meadows 

played ;— 
The cultured fields ; — the deep but pleasant shade 
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Of forest trees, beneath whose leafy shed 
Secure, the timid squirrel reared his head ; 
And birds from bough to bough in safety sprang, 
While with their melody the old wood rang, 
And 'twixt some parted trees the sun shone through 
And tipt with gold the songsters as they flew. 
And shed o'er all within the opened space 
The mellow beauty of some fairy place ; 
The hills which rose above the peaceful vale 
Like bulwarks, and withheld the sweeping gale 
From those who, in their cheerful homes below. 
Felt not the cares of wealth, nor stings of woe. 
I see them all again : — but 'tis, alas ! 
Only in memory's faithful eye they pass ; 
Each rural scene so pleasant and so bright. 
Which I once traversed with unchecked delight, 
Oblivion's tide has swept. — No more the voice 
Of clustering birds shall bid my heart rejoice ; 
That gentle stream is hushed, the forest felled 

8* 
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And those green hills, that once in grandeur swelled 
Were leveled years ago ; — ^yet from my heart 
The scenes of early days will not depart ; 
Though sad and mournful thoughts my bosom fill, 
This sacred spot is dear to memory still. 

And they, whose splendid domes are towering o'er 
The spot where rustic dwellings stood before. 
Will wealth to them the quiet joy convey 
That swelled from hearts now moldering in decay ? 
These gilded halls, are they as free from care 
As those time-browned and lowly homesteads were r 
No ! — ^with departed scenes the peace has fled 
Which in those humble cots its radiance shed ; 
That sweet content has flown, which widely smiled 
When here I roamed, a blithe and happy child. 
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CALL TO IRELAND. 



Shall the cries of Innesfailf 
Borne along on every gale, 
Still repeat the mournful tale 

Of her woes ? 
Shall the mother, weak and pale, 
With the pangs of hunger wail, 
And her noble children quail 

To their foes ? 
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Shall a host of minions tread 

O'er the ground where sleep the dead 

Who so nobly fought and bled 

For their land ? 
Shall Hibemia blighted be 
By the scourge of tyranny ? 
And shall they * who would be free,' 

Idle stand ? 

Let the sons of Erin dare 
Be; again what once they were, 
And the flag of serfdom tear 

To the ground ; 
Let them draw the flashing steel 
With the patriot's holy zeal, 
And let Freedom's thunder peal 

Echo round ! 
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By each hearth now dark and drear, 
By each tie to nature dear, 
By each name you still revere 

And cherish ; 
By each valley, by each stream, 
Fairer once than poet^s dream, 
Swear your country to redeem — 

Or perish ! 



NoTK. — The bold attitude which Ireland has at times assamed, and 
the determined spirit which she has exhibited of late jears, have re. 
peatedly awakened the sympathy and expectations of the American 
people. Yet it has become a matter of serious doubt, in most minds, 
whether her present population will ever accomplish anything worthy 
of her ancient renown. 
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THE UNKNOWN. 

A FRAGMENT. 



'Neath this lowly bed, 
Where the moaning willows sweetly bend, 

And from wildling flowers 
Odors to the calm blue heavens ascend ; 

Sleepeth one who came 
To a stranger's kindly hearth alone ; 

And whose shrouded name 
Never to her pitying friends was known. 



T H E U N K N W N. 95 

But her gentle gaze 
Won the hearts of those who knew her not 

And her drooping days 
Closed serenely in yon qniet cot. 

Years have fled, and yet 
None have ever come to seek for her, 

And no s^one is set 
O'er the ashes of the wanderer. 

But of her sweet face 
Every lineament is treasured yet, 

And her resting-place 
Often with affection's tears is wet. 



^ 
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BUNKER HILL 



When England's arms were proudly sent 
To quell the gathering discontent, 

And act Oppression's will ; 
Our hardy sires, indignant, rose, 
And taught a lesson to their foes. 

On Bunker Hill. 



BUNKffRHIEL. ^ 

There first was made the holy stand 
Of freeman, for their native land ; 

For every rook and rill 
Were dear to those whose bravery 
The triumph won for liberty, 

On Bunker Hill. 

'Twas there tlie plumed and sangmne foe 
Had proof that blazoned name, anxl show, 

And military skill, 
Were but of doubtful worth, when brought 
Against the yeomanry who fought . 

On Bunker Hill. 

Ay, they who boasted thai the sight 
Of cannon balls would set all right. 

And keep the rebels stall, — 
Were bravely met in battle-field, 
And forced, with all their pride, to yield 

On Bunker Hill. 
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And thrioe they fled before the might 
Of true men battling for their right, 

Whose sturdy hearts and will 
For liberty were nobly strained, 
And wV>BO life-blood was freely drained 

On Bnnker Hill. 

Often as history shall reoonnt 

The slain upon that hallowed mount, 

The patriot's eye will fill — 
And drop a tear to Warren's worth, 
And those who sealed fiiir Freedom's birth 

On Banker Hill. 

As watchword, when a tyrant's chain 
Must be demolished, shall remain 

And Kve in memory stiU,- 
The gallant fi^t, enwrapt in fame, 
Which sheds a halo round the name 

Of Bunker Hill. 
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MANHOOD 



As from the voyager's strained and wistful eye 

The smiling prospects of the land decay, 

And their last, trembling outlines in the sky 
To ocean's dark, engulfing surge, give way ; 

Beceding thus, to the dim Past resigned, 

My youth's bright days, alas ! are all behind. 

And now to Manhood's widening shore I steer ! — 
Lo ! the faint mists, which Fancy 'round it threw, 
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Like morning's orient tintings disappear, 

And the long shadowed realm expands to view : 
Upon its untried ground, with yague regret, 
My half reluctant feet, at length, are set. 

On manhood set ! that hope-inspiring state 
Whose dawning scenes, though indistinct, allured 

My earnest glance, when weeping o'er the &te 
Which many a treasured aim, half-grasped, endured; 

And seemed, with cheering voice, to bid me wait, 

As should the heir to an august estate. 

And am I greeted, now, by thai long train 
Of promised joys, which through each bygone year 

Still swept beyond the heights I then might gain, 
To meet (Hope sung) in focal splendor here ? 

Are the long-yeamed-for hopes, that made youth's 
heaven 

More than fulfilled, to my embracement given ^ 
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Where is that wealth, which from the groveling scenes 
Of this hase, trading day should set me clear, 

G-ranting the lofty right to choose, and means 
To carry out the soul's self-marked career ; 

And the high privflege of succoring him 

Whose hopes in this worthnalighting world are dim ? 

Where the renown, that over many a sea 
Should herald a well-earned and deathless name, 

Conferring on my fervent toils to free 
Earth's hapless children from their thralls and 
shame. 

The power to shake the props of wrong's empire, 

Spread through all lands, and every hosom fire ? 

Where the fond heart, whose voice and smiles should 
give 

To every mental task a sweet relief; 
And kind as the refreshing dews of eve. 

Revive the spirit in its hours of grief ; 

9* 
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With whom tiiese yarying soenes dioidd pass away 
As brightly as to erring man they may. 

These were ameng that loYed, effiilgeitt throng, 
Which Fancy bade around my pathway press. 

Whose presence rendered youth's wocst ilk a Btmgy 
And tinged life with a hazy mellowness : 

Hear ye no more your sad belierer's call ? 

Bright visions of the past, where are ye all ? 

Faded away. Into dim nothiBgaess 
At stem reality's first touch resolved ! 

Leaving, alone, for diapes <^ gorgeous drops. 
The flickering diades from whii^ they were evolved ; 

Fled ! passed ! not like Eve's vanished train, to burn 

Sweetly again, but never to retuni. 

Nor need return ; from my long'-raptured s^ht, 

• 

Without oxte pang^ your glittering &rB^ retire ; — 
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Ye were Lnaginatioii's ofipring light, 

Nourifihed to v^rous growth by yagUe desire ; 
And shall I grieve, that with its hopes and fears, 
Life's yista, as it is, at length appears ? 

No ! these long-hugged iUtu^ons swept away, 
With sobered faith, and a more oantions eye. 

And strong, but tempered conrage, I sturvey 
The checkered aspect of my dubious sky : 

With its commingling hues of light and shade 

I cannot be elated nor dismayed. 

Then, bidding, with firm hearty a long adieu 
To the enchanting forms of youth's ideal. 

With life's best energies let me pursue, 
Henceforth, alone the tangible and real; 

Their ^ castles in the air ' let others plan, 

Build^ lithograph, and sell them, — if th&y can. 
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And as the forewarned mariner of old, 
Stopping his ear, escaped die syren's snare, 

So may I, when fair Fancy cries, ^ Behold !' 
To her illnsiye joys and schemes of air 

Closing my eyes, £he dangerous rocks pass by. 

Where captivated thousands, dreaming, lie. 
• 

But while into this plodding work I bring 

The ever-soaring lenities of mind, 
Boldly each dondascending thought nnwing. 

And with the whole to life's great is confined. 
Press on through manhood's smooth, or rugged way, 
To persevere resolved, ^ come what, come may ;' 

Let me not wish from that fond love to part. 
Long cherished for the beautiful and bright ; 

Whate'er is good or lovely, to my heart 

Still yield its welcome meed of pure delight. 
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Thougli I patrol trade's busiest thoroughfare, 
This pleasant stream may murmur sweetly there. 

But what (with an exception here and there) 
Are manhood's high and stem resolves, that seem 

As the fixed purpose of the soul, but air ? — 
Abandoned for some childish whim, or dream ; 

And our best plans, with seeming wisdom fraught. 

How oft by some strange trifle blown to naught ! 

Thou, of love and judgment infinite. 

Who from on high behold'st life's storm-rocked sea, 
Into thy powerful hands I would commit 

The years thy grace may still extend to me ; 
Assured that if they flow beneath thy care. 
Their termruUion will not be despair. 
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THE SEMINOLE'S SOLILOQUY. 



'Ti8 the white man's will, but the Indian turns, 

With a saddened breast, 
To his fixture home, 'mid the rocky hills 

Of the boundless West; — 
Where the glorious sun, when his course is run. 

Sinks slowly to rest. 
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For the Indian's heart is bound to the spot 

Where his others sleep ; 
Where his ancient tribe, in their days of niight, 

Did their councils keep ; 
And to lea7e it now, will his heart-strings break, 

Though he may not weep. 

They say that the land which the white man gives 

Is fertile and fair ; 
That the woods are dense, and the waters clear, 

And healthy the air ; — 
That the bounding Elk and the Buffalo 

Boam fearlessly there. 

And what tho' it be } — ^Ay, what tho' that land 

In the far-off West, 
Be fair as the place where the deathless souls 

Of our warriors rest ? 
Yet it will not seem like the hallowed earth 

Which in youth we prest. 
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The proud eagle caged on the earth he scorned, 

Will never forget 
The clond-ldssing rock, on whose loftiest peak 

H5fi eyry was «rt ; 
Nor the Indian cease, in that distant land, 

His home to regret. 

But it matters not thou^ we go to dwell 
'Midst verdure and bloom ; 

Or our resting-place be sterile and bare. 
And shrouded in gloom ; 

Our once mightj race will dwindle away — 
'Tis the red man's doom ! 
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WASHINGTON. 



So long as worth in man's esteem shall hold 
The exalted station to its birthright due, 
And, like the pole-star, ever high in view, 

Direct the aspiring footsteps of the bold 

To paths whose excellence may challenge fame,- 
So long His memory and glorious name, — 
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In fair, unsullied characters, enrolled 
On history's record of illustrious dead 
Whose struggles have to mightiest progress led, 

Shall live within the hearts of young and old. 

Ay, tho' his arduous toils in Freedom's strife 
Now win the wide world's reverence and praise, 
And swell the sweetest verse ; — ^in coming days, 

When a far purer standard shall be rife, 
And towering grandeur trembles 'neath the test,- 
His peerless and sublime renown may rest 

On the firm basis of a blameless life, — 

Untiring labor for his country's weal. 

The loftiest virtues, and the purest zeal. 
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DREAMS. 



How beautifcil, at times, 
The unbidden images, which melt and charm 
Our softer passions when, in partial sleep, 
The soul's severer fiicnlties are borne 
Upon imagination's tireless wing, 
From the worn scenes of daily discipline, 
To revel in the fresh and blissful paths 
Where years of innocence and love were spent ! 
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How pleasantly, in memor/s view, returns 

The distant neighborhood, whose fair retreats 

The perished joys and reveries of youth 

Have made forever dear. The open door 

Of the old homestead (whose capacious rooms. 

On each long-hailed thanksgiving day, beheld 

The sweet reunion of congenial hearts,) 

Invites my feet. The stanch, wide-spreading elms, — 

(Huge sentinels stationed by forgotten hands ; — ) 

And the old creepers, whose extended vines 

Arched the broad windows with their net-work fine, — 

Mellowing the sunbeams as they struggled through, 

In pristine vigor flourish. All around 

The thrifty husbandmen, elate with hope. 

Are busy in the fields. The grazing herds 

Bange freely their wide pastures ; while beyond. 

In long and glittering lines, the advancing com 

Presents the promise of its golden crop. 

The rugged mount lifts up its towering brow, — 
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Crowned with its stunted pines, as lofltily, 
As when in other days the impetooos storm 
Fell, broken at its base. The phicid stream, 
Through flowery banks and nndnlating field? 
Its shining course pursues ; and the log bridge, 
Decayed of late, and perilous to the eye. 
Its customary travel yet sustains. 
O, well-remembered spot ! Thy scattered oaks, 
Few, but majestic, still serenely spread 
Their pleasant shade, and on the fragrant breeze, 
Waking the echoes far, peal the clear shouts 
Of merry children playing round thy low 
And peaceful cottages. Joyous playmates ! 
May I not mingle in your careless sports. 
And gambol with you on the deep green grass. 
Unfettered by the weight of gathering years ^ 
No, — gently o'er the entrancing scene, a faint 
And deepening mist ascends, and hill and fields 
Grow dim before my raptured gaze. stay. 
Thou sweet inspiring vision ! early years 
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Are thronging back upon me, and I feel 
The blood of youth come rushing thro' my veins ! 
Alas ! thou 'rt gone, — ^the first pale hues of day 
Are slowly brightening on my lonely couch. 

0, happy are the dreams of earlier hours, 

When hope was strong, and torturing cares as yet 

Had traced no furrows on the smiling brow. 

Nor made the fond heart heavy with their weight. 

But rarely do these sweeter pictures bless 

Our nightly rest ; for scenes of deadliest wrong, 

And piteous misery, at every step. 

Meet and appall our sad reluctant eyes, 

And vividly upon the generous mind 

Their dismal hues impress ; and sleep becomes 

The mirror of distress and dark despair. 

Dim is the light yon flickering candle sheds 

Within the cheerless room ; the few charred sticks 

Drawn up together on the sunken hearth 

No heat dispense, but in their transient gleams. 
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The attenuated form that o'er them bends 

Is plainer seen. Upon that moumfdl face, 

O'er which a fading beauty lingers yet, — 

The Ytreck of earlier grace, — ^are visible 

The melancholy lines which care and want. 

And years of sorrowing loneliness, bequeath. 

But never was her heart so desolate. 

So plunged in utter hopelessness, as now. 

In the dark, gelid grave she saw him lowered 

To whom the first warm gushings of her heart 

Were fondly given ; but with a mother's love. 

Strong and unquenchable, — she sought for grace 

To bear the overwhelming blow ; and while she felt 

It would be bliss unspeakable to die, 

And be at rest, she prayed that she might live, — 

Live for her darling boy. And faithfully 

She struggled through the woes of poverty 

Li his behalf, and murmured not, tho' oft 

The unbidden tears streamed from her aching eyes, 
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Bu^ labored on through years of care and dread, 
Till her soft hands became inured to toil. 
And dim her gentle eye with nightly tasks. 

And that beloved child, whose lightest tones 
A thrill of pleasure through her bosom sent, 
Grew up, and the fair earnest of his youth 
With every day's advance still brighter seemed. 
His cheerful smiles her laboring hours beguiled ; 
And in the radiance of his laughing eye 
The dingy room a pleasant aspect wore. 
Her cares were lightened by his varying sports ; 
And the sad memories of her widowed heart 
For sweet anticipations were exchanged. 
Her brightening skies the bow of promise spanned 
With hues of lustrous beauty, and the fears 
Attendant ever on her trembling steps. 
Vanished at last, and were forgot ; and nigh 
Seemed the fruition of her hopes ; when Death, — 
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Mysterious angel of the courts of light ! 

From the fond guardianship of truest love, 

And sorrowful pilgrimage of riper years, 

Took the sweet child to heaven ! and her new hopes, 

Borne on that gentle spirit's upward wing. 

Have fled from earth forever. Desolate, 

0, desolate is she. The blistering tears 

Thro' deepened channels down her ghastly cheeks 

Are coursing fast ; and in her failing eye — 

From which a strange light gleameth — ^is revealed 

The agony of her twice smitten heart. 

And the sure tokens of her swift decline. 

0, childless widow ! thou wilt soon rejoin 

Thy loved and lost ones in the blissful realms 

Where grief and tears shall never entrance find. 

And loving hearts no bitter severance dread. 

But the few days that still remain to thee — 

How sweet to think they are but few ! — in pain 

And weariness must pass. Hark ! from without 



118 DREAMS. 

The blasts of winter shriek, and ihro' each crevice 
Rashes his icy breath ; while the still snow 
Upon the clattering sash is gathering high ; 
With no dompassionate friend to soothe thy grief, 
And give thee succor in this honr of need, 
What will become of thee, lone suffering one ? 
But soft, — ^the door is opened,— cheer thee up ! 
Help comes, — ^help for the starving : — Kind stranger ! 
Thou hast come the broken-hearted to relieve. 
And cheer the sinking bosom with the words 
Of consolation : — ^No ? — ^what means that scowl 
Upon thy stem, relentless brow ? 0, heaven ! 
In the room death's presence filled so lately,-'— 
From the dying, dost thou with roughness claim 
The pittance due for tenanting this drear 
And dark abode where thou alone shouldst dwell ? 
And threaten, too ? — and insult even ? 0, wretch ! 
Unpitying wretch ! thus do I strike — thin air, — 
'Tis but a dream. 
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LINES TO A COMPANION. 



O GENTLE, loving wife, 
How pleasantly the years hare flown 
Since the fair pathway of thy life 

Converged into my own. 

How tender and sincere 
Do all thy words and service prove ! 
I could not fail to love thee, dear. 

If only for thy love. 
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LINES TO ▲ COMPANION 



I fold thee to my breast, 
And gaze into thy tranquil face, 
Till every longing to be blest 

Dies in thy fond embrace. 

Time may indeed o'ercast 
The sunny radiance of thy brow ; 
But I shall love thee to the last 

As faithfully as now. 

Light of my home and heart ! 
May He who gave thy hand to me 
His peace serene to thee impart, 

And thy strong guardian be. 
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